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at the thought tho atmosphero took on | of my scrape yet, and botween us we | for himself, snd that ho was
BAXTER SPRINGS NEWS, |asudden froshness asif it might have [ can help ench othera good decl. Are | lucky to evengot that. The monoy was
blown across a garden of roses. Por- | you agreed?" promptly turned over to him and ho left
M. H. CARDNER, Publisher. haps her little feet had pressed tho very | *‘You don't mean to get me arrested | the Retreat after uqut:::’rrdeuhﬂy
—_——— stone on which he stood! Lawrenoe | for taking yourclothes, do you?" us to the hour when be call again.
BAXTER SPRINGS, - - KANSAS |petted the stone gently with his foot | *“Nota bit! You won'tcome to harm. | *“It'sa hard trick on that fel-
and folt comforted. He would run the | Il soo you through and give you money | low,”” ho thought, “but he deserves it,
* risk of courts and rotreats for the priv- | afterwards.” . and I will keep my word and see him
YOU AND |, ilege of finding her. “I'1l have to go you. What am I to | safely out. Andof course I'll return the

Dows by the boach we wandered, Meantime how far would two dollars | do?" reward.”

Youand I, carry him? Ho must bavea bed and a | “Chango clothes with mo!" With all tho speed bo had he burried
Dreaming of nsught but pleasure, breakfast and o shave. The bed cost | The tramp was staggered at this sug- | toa Lowery clothing store, boughts
P m"ﬂu lﬂ:nlf Eim half his pile at a neighboring ho= | gestion, but he consented, though he | choap but decent suit, and then took
e o tel. For prudential reasons he regis- | vainly tried to get Lawrence to unfold | tho first avallable train for New Haves.

You and 1 tered under an assumed name, and for | the scheme. . —_—

Saw only golden sunlight once in this history no calamity is to be | “The only trouble is," said Lawrence, CHAPTER IX.
0"'!:“0'“ silvery moonlight recorded as the outcome of the decep- | “I don't know where we can do this." “MRS. L. DRANE"
ut mado the sea so bright. tion. In the morning a barber took | *“Well, I do," replied his companion, | Astho train began its rumbling jour-
Bweot hours with love light freighted! off Mr. Dranc's moustache for fifteen | and he forthwith led the way to ade- | ney into tho night Mr. Drane felt a wild
e You und I cents, and a modest meal reduced his | serted rookery where they speedily ex- | uxultation. IHo was escaping from the
S, capital to half adollar. Then he bought | changed garments. Mr. Drane put on | soenes of the utmost misery he had ever
experienced, and he was going to ses

«Cared naught about the morrow
With bours of paln and sorrow;
Youand I

Were and eontented;
With hope and love demented,
What Wo4 ours.
*Out on the bire sea sulling,

Youand I
Sent vessels heuvy ladened,
You nnd I

wond'rous treasures,
4And ploasures without measuro.
You and 1
Were young and foolish mortals
Ere wo crossed Hymon's portals,
Wo since have grown moro wiso.

And bhend {o hand together
Youand I

Tlave traveled through 1ife's journey,
Youand L

Sometimes our sky was clouded,

And hope with gloom was shrouded.
Youand I

Did not despair or falter,

Dut on homa's sacred altar

‘We 1aid our burdens down.
~Mrs. M. A. G, Hemstreet, in Brookiyn Eagle.

THE VICTIM

OF HIS

CLOTHES.

By Howard Fleldlng and Frederick R. Durton.

A [CoryriGuT. 1890.]

CHAPTER VIII.—CONTINUED,

A PRICE ON WIS HEAD,
_"Then he stopped abruptly and walked
‘slowly up the avenue for a short dis-
tance. His heart was beating violently
with excitoment and the exertion of his
‘ron, and be knew that he must got
‘somewhere out of sizht at once. Just
‘ahead of him he saw that the street-car
tracks entered a tunnel, the sidewalks
-and carriage-way rising overa hill above
it. Delicving that here lay his oppor-
‘tunity he entored the tunnel and
walked through its half mile of length
without molestation save from cars
that passed him occasionslly. The
drivers and conductors looked at him
sharply, and that made him wish that
ho hod staid above ground. It also im-
pressed him with the necessity of dis-
gulsing himself.

At the end of the tunnel he found
himself in front of the Grand Central
Depot. If he could only take a train
and go somewhere! Instinctively his
‘hand went to his pocket and then he
remombered. The thought of Eunlng
again through an experiénce of hunger
‘with its possibilities of police courts
and ferry-boat concerts so distressed
him that he had half a mind to return
to Jenkins and oonfess himself a
lunatic. Then probably he would be
put in a straight jacket and be confined
ina loathsome cell for tho rest of his
‘days. Horrible!

Suddenly he remembered that he had
‘been in tho babit of carrying a fifty-
'dollar bill inslittle pocket unobtrusive-
1y made at the waistband of his trousers.
Most of us 'would have thought of that
before, but Mr. Drane had his
‘boyheod in the lap of luxury, and in his
‘manhood had not:escaped from her lead-
ing-strings until the beginning of these
unhappy cpisodes, so that the where-
withal was naturally the last element
o enter into hig consideration of practi-
cal problems. In this case he felt cor-
*tain that his enemy, the tramp, must
‘have overlooked that pocket. He thrust
a trembling finger into it. Glorious!
He felt the soft but firm texture of a
bank note, and he knew that he was
savod. Ho marched proudly into the
depot and inguired about trains for
Boston. That was still further away
from home, but he had friends thore
svho would identify him and see him out
of his trouble. A train would leave in
the course of an hour. Good. How
much? Five dollars. Very reasonable.
One ticket, please.

While the l;ip of pnt:-bou? ﬂw&l I;O-
ing stamped Mr. Drane drew tho
h’;gden bill and unfolded it. Then his
heart went down to hold. sad com-
munion with his heels.

] beg your pardon,” he faltered, ad-
dressing the ticket-seller, “‘but I don't
‘think I'll go to Boston this evening.”

The bill was a two.

“The tramp had been commendably

in his search through Mr.

‘ Drane's clothes, and, having found use

for the fifty dollars, bad recognized the
emergoncy fund and bad

limited his reserve to two dollars.
Mr. Drane went out agaly into the
unfeeling airof New York and wondered
why it was that he had never becn sblo

before to see any thing in the philoso- | go.

by of ism. Still it isnotoften
fhlytmowmuon can not be found
in & situation whon & man has as much
as two dollars in his possession. Law-
ronoe found 1t. Te didn’t wans to go to
Boston, anyway, for there was Bessle,
the good, the beautiful, the soul-satisfy-
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a nowspaper and eat down in a hotel
corridor to read and reflect. The nows-
paper was uncommonly interesting.
Conspicuously displayed on tho first
page was an account of the escape of
a dangerous lunatio from Jenking' Re-
treat.

Tho lunatic was supposed to boe the
wealthy Mr. Lawrence Drane, of
Kansas City. That unfortunate gentle-
man's friends had come on to take
caro of him and had arrived at the
Retreat but an hour after the cscape.
They immediately resolved to offer
areward of five hundred dollars
for his capture, tnd the proprietor
of the Retreat supplemented that
inducement by an offer of ilfty dollars
from his own purse. Then followed a
minute description of tho missing man,

Lawrenco felt flattered, but still not
happy.

“Every man but the millionaires in
the clty is looking for me,” he thought,
and he glanced cautiously over his pa-
per at the other occupants of the room.
His blood chilled at once, for directly
opposite sat a shrewd-looking fellow
staring hard at him. The fellow bad a
copy of the same paper that Mr. Drane
was reading, too, in his hand. He was
cevidently a detective, Aftera moment
of agony the detective roso and came to-
wards Mr. Drane, still looking sharply
at him,

] “Now for a grand blufl," thought

Lawrence. Ilo nerved himsell for a
mighty effort, but tho stranger paused
awkwardly and sald:

“*Excuso meo, sir; I sco that I was mis-
taken. I thought you were anold friend
of mine.”

And hewalked awny. Lawrenco liked
to have choked with tho excitement
and relief, and he felt that he would
rather be captured than undergo such
another trinl. [Ile must get away.
Even his friends would discredit his
story and consign him to an asylum.
But how was lhic to move? He read tho
story again. It ended by saying that
the gentlomen from Kansas City had
gonoe to Boston on the midnight train
believing that Mr, Drane had fled to
that city.

Azain his thoughts reverted to Besste.
She would help him, but he dared not
go to Mrs. Bowers' house. So he wrote
a note to Mrs. Bowers inquiring If ho
might not call on tho young tady whom
he knew only by the name of Dessie,
and trust to her kindness to screen him
from capturc during the call. Iteosthim
thirty-five cents to send this note by mes-
songer. After what sevmed intermin-
able delay the messenger returned with
this answor:

“Tho young lady you refer to has re-
turned to her friends. For /er sake I
refrain from sending this to you by a
policeman. You may not be inssne, but
Iam convinced that you arc a bad, bold
adrenturcr. So do not, on any account,
expect any further assistance from me,

Esury Bowens,”

And what did poor Drane do then?
fle went down to the East river and
wondered if somo condemned fool ofa
horo wouldn't rescue him if he should
plunge in and try to Dbe decently
drowned. Themenat work thereabouts
didn't look much like heroes, but ap-
pearances might be deceptive, and Mr.
Drane gave up the idea. It was buta
passing frenzy. His native vigor re-
turned soon and it was reinforved by
the imagoe of Bessio's faco that Baunted
him constantly. He would seek her if
it took tho restof his life and cost him
his fortuno—when he got possession of
it again.

During the rest of theday he wan-
dered aimlesgly about the docks and In
the quiet streets. His hunger ho ap-
peased with a sandwioh, reserving his
balanee, eight conts, for another meal.
The more he wandered and the more he
thought, the more desperate his situa-
tion seemed; but relief came from the
most unexpected quarter. Just as it was
growing dark whom should be weet but
the originsl tramp. Each madoas if to
run at first sight, then they thought
better of it and stood facing each other.

“Well,"” said Mr, Drane.

“Well,” returncd the tramp. “you've
done me up nioe, baven't you?”

“Done you up?” exclaimed Lawrence;
“how sbout me, you rascal? Have you
rend the morning papers?”

“Read the papers! Do I look as it I
had read the papers? [f the papers
were two centsa thousand I couldn't af-
ford to read & bulletin board.  No, I've
Just cowo from the island. Your Ksn-
sas City friends said 1 was the wrong
man, and of course they had to lot me

Lawronce was on the point of show-
ing the tramp the story of the escapo
printed in the paper, when a perfectly
tremendezs idoa ocourred to him. It
was so great that his volce trembled as
he said:

“That'sgood. Now, I am willing to
lot bygones be bygones. i s not out

- ;..

L

the rags again with some revolt, but he

was confident in the sucoess of his |

schemo, and that nerved him.

When thoy stepped out again into
the street ho asked tho tramp where he
had gone whon he first took the clothes
from the Adams Hotel.

“0h,” ho suid, “I played in great
luck, and I'l1 be all right if you get me
out of this affair with a little monoy in
hand. You sce, I pranced around town
for the day, and tho next day I fell in
with an old sweetheart of mine, She
used to live in Buffalo, and she was
poor enough then, but it scems that
somo time ago she went through a
mock marriage that afterwards turned
out to be binding." |,

The tramp paused and laughed glee-
fully.

“Yes, yes.," exclaimed Mr, Drane,
eagerly. *‘What then?”

“Why, you see, tho fellow she married
was thundering rich, and he went off
and got killed just after the ceremony
and left all his money to her. Haw!
haw! baw! And then, you know, I told
her that I bad got-rich, too. I madea
good bluff at it with your money and
your clothes and she believed mo. So
we got married that very day.”

“You married her?" gasped Lawrence.

“Yep. Married her as fast and hard
as o parson could tie the knot. We went
up to New IHaven and the ceremony was
performed thore. As soon as it was
over I left her thgre to come down to
New York, pretending I had business.
So I had. I intended to work o fine
racket on your moncy, you know, tel-
egraph to Kansas City for some more,
but you spoiled that. My rich wife is
waiting for me, I suppose, in the leaver
Ilotel where I left her. You just put
mo in the way of getting to New [Haven
and I'll be hunk and don’t you forget
lt-"

Lawrence was overwhelmed with
amazement. He folt rather than saw
the inconsistenciesof the story, butit
was ciroumstantial onough toalarm him
torribly. What! his Dessie, so good
and pure, marry this fellow so suddenly,
and yet remain in New York, go to
court with Mrs, Bowers—it was impos-
siblo on tho face of it. And yet— He
would have pursued the inquiry further,
but that ho feared to arouse tho tramp's
suspicions, So they walked on talking
of other things until they came to Jen-
kins' Retreat,

“Now I'm going to work a big schemo
here,” said Mr. Drane. *‘You just keep
your head and don't get frightened o bit
and remember that whatever happens
I'll takecarc of you. I'm rich enough,
as you know."

“Blaze away, cully, I'm wid ye,” re-
sponded tho tramp.

Mr, Drane rang the bell. The door
was opened at once by an attendant
whom Lawrence had not soen before.

“Toll Mr. Jenkins a friend would lke
to sce him,” said Lawrence, winking
mysteriously at the attendant. The
wink was understood, and both men

FIFTY DOLLALS REWARD.

were admitted. The door onoce closed,
Mr. Drane whispered excitedly to the
attendant:

“It's Lawrence Drane! you'd better
grab him, ‘canse he's very violent at
times."”

Tho attendant struck a boll and in-
stantly two other men came into the
hall, selzod tho tramp, bound his arms
to his sides with » rope and hurried
bim to a back room. He
vigorously, doclared that he had been

made matters worse for bim. Presently
the attendant roturned and asked Mr.
Drane about the capture. Lawrence
told an imaginative yarn with as low a
dialoct as ho could muster, and wound
up by demanding the reward.

*We can’s give you the wholo reward
to-night,” was the reply. “The five
hundred dollnrs offered by Mr. Dranc's
friends is mot in our comtrol, but you
may bave the ffty dollars offered
the Rotreat, and If you will eall to-wmor-
row afternoon | have no doubt that you
can collest the rest.”

Lawrence roflected that Afty

g

:

was & presty good price 1o pay s man

entrapped, and all that, but his cries | cepted

the most adorable girl in the world. The
more he thohght of it the more the
tramp's story about bis marriage ap-
peared to be absolute flction—and yet,
the fellow had been so confident, so un-
mistakably pleased with his

And Besaio had said that she lived in
Buffalo. Was she deceiving him, and
Mrs. Bowers, too? It was all very
strange. Why had he not taken the
precaution to learn the tramp's real
name? Had he gone and married Bessle
under the name of Drane?

Lawrence shivered until he recalled
that the tramp had known Bessie in
childhood and therefore could not pass
bimself to her under a false name. This
was some comfort, but as he puzzled on
over the situation he began to doubt
whether he had done wisely in running
away from his Kansas City friends who
had come to New York to find him
Undoubtedly, however, they would have
declared that the story of his advent-
ures was the figment of a disordered
brain.

So, with perploxities and doubts his
exultation gave way to anxiety, and
even the prospect of seeing Bessio again
failed to relieve his mind of trouble.

It was long past midnight when he
reached New Haven. A cab took him
to the Beaver House, where he was de-
nicd admission because all rooms were
taken. Leaving an application for the
first vacancy, hé found accommodations
clsewhere, a sleepy watchman, grum-
bling immoderately, showing him to a
tiny chamber on the top floor. When
he came down-stairs in the morning to
pay his bill tho clerk politely requested
him to register, a formality that had
been neglected. Certainly he would
comply, and with a determination,
formed in a flash, to sail under truo col-
ors, ho wrote his name and address with
a bold, legible hand. Then he stood bo-
fore tho window, apparently gazing idly

ulating a plan of action. Just as Mr.
Dranc was registoring a shrewd-looking
young man with a note-book in one hand
and a pencil in the other entered the of-
fice. He waited until Lawrence had
withdrawn from the counter and then
began industriously to copy the names
and addresses from the big book. The
clerk greeted him jocularly:

“Well, Jimmy, what's the ncws to-
day?”

“Nead the Evening Dispatch and find
out," was the smart reply.

This brilliant repartee had dono serv-
ice for opening the conversation be-
tween the clerk and the shrewd young
man daily for many months, and it is
probably so serving still. There isnoth-
ing like having a witty rotort thatis
warranted not to wear out.

The young man copied rapidly down
the pago until ho came to the last page.
Then he paused and scowled an instant,
after which he wrote “Lawrence Drane,
Kansas City, Mo., No. 340, pd.," very
slowly, and turned about slyly to scru-
tinizo the broad back of the gentleman
at tho window.

“Any thing up, Jimmy?" askod the
clerk, observing this action.

Jimmy winked and nodded mystori-
ously, and began to search among the
newspapers lying on the writing table.
Presently ho found a New York paper
of the day beforo and tarned v the ac-
count of Mr. Drene's escape and the re-
ward offered for his capture.

“I thought so!” he said, with a tri-
umpbant grin, while the clerk looked
on in undisguised ouriosity. Jimmy
gave him no comfort. Instead, he
heightened the clerk’s emotion by sit-
ting down where he could see Mr.
Drane’s face and scanning the paper
again with freguent giances upward for
oom

parison.
“Mustache gone and clothes differ-
ent.,” he muttered; *but it must be the
man. I wonder whether he'll become
violent and murder mo if I speak to
him. Perhaps I can Inveigle him to »
police station.™

While Jimmy was still debating what
to do to *‘scoop™ the boys on a hig piece
of news and gain a thumping rewsrd,
Lawrence decided upon his own course
and startod to leave the hotel Jimmy
was on his feet instantly and intor
him.
“Mr. Drune, I beliove?™ he sald, in-
terrogatively.
“Yes,” replied Lawronce,with a start
of surprise.

“Lawrence Drano, of Kansas City™
continued Jipmy.

“Yes; what can [ do for you?™

“] want to ask you some guestions

sbout

West,” sald Jimmy, glibly, *the crops,
you know, farm and ol
foct on industry, all that sdrt of
thing. J! you're golngout T will walk
aloag with you so &8 not te wasts your
time "

into the strect, really absorbed in form- | g3d

the condition of affairs in the ||
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